) 


Wee 
A Dive: f 
i 
= 
A 
J a 
& 


: 4 
Wa 
aa 


333 + 
Ht 
+t = 
tt 
| 


WEE WISDOM 


A Child's Magazine devoted to {HHH 
Practical Christianity 


Published on the 10th of ~ 
each month hy Unity School 
of Chrishanity, Unity Bldg. 
Tenth and Tracy Ave, Kansas 
City, Missour1.One dollar 
year; fen cents a 
foreign subscriptions, six 
shillings Entered” 
a 
at Kansas G4y~Missour 
undor the act of Marchd, 
1879. 


DECEMBER, 1921 


VoL. XXVII DECEMBER, 1921 


N TWO little rooms upstairs, in a little frame house, 
Dorothy lived with her father. Every morning her 
father went to his work, and Dorothy felt her way 
about their tiny home, doing her household tasks. 
Felt her way; yes, because Dorothy’s big brown eyes 
could not see, and her little hands, thrust out before 
her, had to be both hands and eyes. 

Dorothy was all that had been left to her father, 
and he loved her greatly. A\ll the money that he had saved up, he 
spent, in the hope that Dorothy’s eyes might see; but the doctors at 
last had said that she must always be blind. He felt sad whenever 
little Dorothy would put her arms about his neck and would say: 

“Papa, don’t feel bad; some day I'll see; I know I'll see.” 
When winter came, her father would take her with him when 
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he went to work, for he feared to leave her alone with the fire to attend 
to, lest she might be burned. 

“God is here. I am ever so sure that he won’t let me be burned,” 
Dorothy would say. 

But her father had not her faith; so she would put on her cloak 
and hood, and take their dinner basket and go with him down town. 
He had a tall desk in the back of an office, and there he stood all day, 
working at bills that he took from large iron hooks. It was dusty and 
dark in the corner where he worked, but he did not care, since his 
little daughter had to live always in darkness. 

Men frequently passed in and out of the office. In order that 
Dorothy might not be in the way—for the place was small—her father 
put a little chair underneath his tall desk; and the little girl would 
creep under the desk, and sit in her little chair all day, knitting. But 
sometimes the work would fall from her small, thin fingers, and she 
would fold her hands together, and everything under the desk would 
be very still. Dorothy was not praying then, but she was thanking 
God, that he was good to her, and that some day he would let her see. 

One day, when winter began to come in earnest, a lady came 
into the office to use the telephone. Dorothy knew it was a lady, 
because she could hear the soft rustle of her skirts; and then her voice 
was sweet and firm, like the voice of a strong, loving woman. 

““Why ! what dear little mouse have we here, hiding in this dusky 
nook >” said the lady, stooping, and patting Dorothy’s cheek. 

“It’s just replied Dorothy. 

“Knitting, too. How industrious the little mouse is, to be mak- 
ing these pretty brown stockings,” said the lady, taking the busy little 
hands in both her own. 

“Brown? Is brown a pretty color?” asked Dorothy. “I do not 
know, for I cannot see. I am blind.” 

“Dear, dear child,” said the lady, caressingly. “Little one, you 
shall see.” 

“T know I shall, some day,” said Dorothy, softly. “I used to 
ask God if I might not see some day, and he seemed to answer yes, 
though I never heard anything. I just felt the yes. So now I never 
ask him if I may not see some day, because he has told me that I shall. 
| just thank him, ‘cause I am going to see.” 

“Dear child, dear child,” said the lady again; and she took Dor- 
othy’s face between her hands and kissed her upon the lips, and then 
upon the lids of her sightless eyes. 

Then she arose from the dusty floor and spoke to Devethy’ s 
father. She told him that she was a relative of his manager, that she 
lived in another city, and that she wanted to take his little daughter 
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home with her for awhile. He thought how lonely he would be 
without his little girl, when he went home at night. Then he looked 
at Dorothy’s white face and thin little hands, and he said: 

“Dorothy, do you want to go?” 

“Can’t you come, too, papa?” she asked. 

“No, dear.” 

“Then who'd talk to you, when you eat your supper? Who'd 
you read the paper to, at night? And I’d like to know who'd stick 
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“*He turned, and Dorothy bounded to meet him.” 
knitting needles into your knee, when you don’t talk to her.” And 
Dorothy laughed through her tears. 

But it was settled that Dorothy was to go home with the sweet- 
voiced lady, for a visit, until the new year. That night, she and her 
father packed up her little bundle of clothes, and he led her down to 
the office. Then the lady came, and after Dorothy had cried, with 
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her arms about her father’s neck, and after he had kissed the little face 
again and again, the lady took her away; and Dorothy’s father turned 
to his desk and brushed away a tear. 

It was lonely, working there all day, with no sweet, mischievous 
little daughter beneath his desk; it was lonelier still, going home at 
night with no Dorothy to chatter to him, and to flit about with her quick 
little hands before her, doing so many things that children with wide, 
bright eyes never think of doing. Yes, it was lonely without Dorothy. 

And thus Christmas drew near. One beautiful white morning, 
the big golden sun told people to wake up, because it was Christmas 
morning. 

How her father missed Dorothy! The woman downstairs sent 
up his breakfast on a tray, and he ate it; then he wished that it was 
not Christmas Day, so he could go to work and forget how lonely he 
was. He sat down before the fire, with his newspaper, but he could 
not read. He always read better when he had Dorothy to read to. 

Was that a knock? Why! there was somebody opening the 
door, for the cold air blew in. He turned, and Dorothy bounded to 
meet him. He stooped and took her in his arms. 

“My dear, dear Papa!” she cried. “Oh! how beautiful you 
look to me, so kind and good, my own dear papa!” 

““What—Dorothy >” 

“Yes, Papa, I see! I see! God gave me a new pair of eyes for 
a Christmas gift. Oh! I always knew he would! Dear Papa, aren’t 
you glad?” 

For answer he went down on his knees and thanked his heavenly 
Father. He was crying for joy. 

““You see,” Dorothy said as she nestled in his arms, “the beauti- 
ful, good Christ is still here healing, though few know it and ask God 
to be healed. If we just ask, and believe that it will be, why! it will 
be. It’s ever so easy. And every day the dear lady and I would sit, 
oh! so quiet, and thank God ‘cause it was going to be, ‘cause it was! 
I kept seeing and seeing; by-and-by, I could see her beautiful, kind 
face; and I could see the sky and the white snow, and at night, the 
stars. Papa, aren’t they pretty? Just to think,” she added, ‘‘a brand 
new pair of eyes, for a Christmas gift!” 

““Was that how my little girl’s sight came? There was no medi- 
cine, no operation?” asked her father, scarcely believing. 

“There was nothing—only God,” replied Dorothy, softly. 

They were very happy, all that beautiful Christmas Day. When 
evening came, Dorothy’s father took her in his arms and said: 

“Dear little one, God is good. I, too, have a brand new pair of 
_ eyes for a Christmas gift.” 


WEE WISDOM 


We have taken a lot of trips during the last year, and I hope they 
have been as interesting to you as they have been to me. This time, 
I have in mind a trip that will be interesting, | am sure, and one that 
you will not have to travel far to enjoy. If you are all agreed, | am 
going to ask you to take a trip inside yourself. 

* “But what a funny place to go, and how can I go there?” I hear 
you saying. 

Well, we can go inside ourselves just as we went up into the air, 
and down under the ground, and many of the other places to which 
we have gone on our trips. You know we go in thought to many 
places and see many things that we do not go to, or see, in an outer 
way. 
Of course, we all know more or less about our bodies, and what 
we don’t know, we shall learn as we progress in school. What we 
shall not learn so much about is our minds, and I think it would be a 
good idea if we should take a little trip into our minds and see what 
we can learn about that side of ourselves. 

“But, Peter Pan, we cannot see our minds, nor taste them, nor 
feel them, so how can we learn anything about them >?” 

Don’t you know that the most important things in keeping us 
alive, are things that we cannot see, nor hear, nor taste, nor feel? The 
air, for instance. There are many things that we can live without for a 
long, long time, and they are all things that we can see. But we need 
air every minute, and it is necessary in keeping life in our bodies. But 
we cannot see air, neither can we feel, nor smell, nor taste it. If it is 
moving, we can feel the effects of it, and it may carry perfume to us. 
We can see the trees move, as a result of moving air, and we can hear 
the noises caused by its blowing against things. In other words, we 
can know about air by knowing some of the things it does. Some times 
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we even call it by other names. 
call it wind. 

Well, now, about the very first thing which we learn in our little 
trip into the mind, is that it is through the mind that we know things. 
There are lots of things that happen to make us think, and to bring 
new ideas into our minds. We will mention only a few of them, and 
then you can see how many more ways you can find. But let’s see 
how some thoughts are developed, and when we get a start, we can 
have a lot of fun watching and helping our minds to work as we would 
like them to. 

Do you know what a cucumber is? Of course you all do. But 
how do you know about it, and do you know all about it? First, you 
probably heard about one. Next, you saw one, then you felt it, 
smelled it, and tasted it. Perhaps you thumped it, like you would a 
watermelon, and know what it sounds like, too. But was that all? 
No, you ate one, to find out what it felt like when it was inside of you. 

Now, here is a funny thing: One day you ate a cucumber, and 
a child across the street ate one at the same time. Yours did not hurt 
you, but the other child was made sick. How could this be, if cu- 
cumbers are just alike? You see, cucumbers are alike, but we have dif- 
ferent ideas about them. The other child had been told that they 
would make him sick, and you were told that they were good for you. 
Your ideas about the cucumber differed from his, and here we have 
learned that the mind has more to do with the effect things have upon 
us than do the things themselves. This is one of the most interesting 
things about the mind. 

So we can see that we should be very careful about the kind of 
thoughts which we form in our minds about everything, or we shall 
not get the right kind of results from them. Let us be sure that every 
thought which we accept about cucumbers, and everything else, is 
right and true. 

“But Peter Pan, how are we to be sure that our ideas about 
things are true?” 

I am surely glad you asked that question, for right here is one of 
the most important things about the mind. We are told that ideas can 
come only by seeing, hearing, smelling, tasting, and feeling things, but 
that is not true. There is another way in which ideas can come into 
our minds,. and that is the most important way. Do you remember 
having had a sort of happy feeling bubbling up inside of you, and you 
did not know where it came from? Well, that is a joy thought that is 
coming into your mind from your real self—the Spirit of truth within 
you. Sometimes, when everything outside looks unpleasant, if you 
will listen down inside, the Spirit will tell you the joyous thing about it. 


For instance, when it is moving, we 
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Some time, go and sit down close to a tree, and close your eyes. Lean 
your head up against the tree, and be still. Ask the tree to tell you 
about itself. As you get very, very still, the first thing you know, 
you will feel a joyous something right inside of you, and you will know 
that the tree is telling you how joyous and free it is. It won't tell 
you so you can hear with your ears, but down on the inside of you, it 
will make you know what a splendid time it is having, and how it 
loves to help you to keep comfortable in the summer. 

Every new thing which you can learn about the tree, or anything 
else around you, helps you to grow that much; and, if you learn some- 
thing every day, you will be very wise, one of these days. But re- 
member that you never know all about things. Every day you can 
learn more and more, and enrich your mind with new ideas. Try to 
let the Spirit of truth tell you the truth about every idea, just as the 
tree will tell you the truth about itself. 

But this is Christmas time, and here we are talking about other 
things. Well, Christmas is like everything else. It is different to each 
person you meet, because they all have different thoughts about it. 

_ Now let us see. Here is one boy who is thinking only about what 
he is going to get. He is more or less unhappy because he is not quite 
sure what he is going to get. You see he has only one idea about 
Christmas, and that is that it is a day when he is to receive something. 
Now, if you will listen down inside of yourself, you will find some- 
thing different from that. Right from the center of your being will 
come a big and splendid thought of something you would like to do for 
some one else. Instead of being uncertain and unhappy about Christ- 
mas, you will be filled with joy at the thought of something that you 
are going to do for some one else. _ 

Now, do you see what makes things different? Of course, for 
you have always known in some sort of way that things on the outside 
are what we think about them. If we take the time to learn more about 
all things, they will always look different, and they will always be 
interesting, because it is always interesting to find out new things. 

Of course this is only a little tiny bit about our minds, but it is 
enough, so we can begin to study for ourselves. Soon we shall know 
a lot more, if we will try to get more and more ideas about everything 
that comes up. The important thing is to know from the inside, in the 
same way that we learned about the tree. 


Dear Wees: 
The Handicraft Department will begin in our January Wee 
Wisdom. You will be interested in what it has for you.—T he Editor. 


WEE WISDOM 


LIDA R. HARDY 
GOD'S GIFT OF THE AIR 


All of God’s creations fill us with awe and wonder, but the most 
wonderful creation of all, is man. 

After God had created the light, the water, the plants, the birds, 
the butterflies, the fish, the animals, and the creeping things, he said: 

“Let us make man in our image, after our likeness. So God 
created man in His own image. 

And Jehovah God breathed into man’s nostrils “the breath of 
life; and man became a living soul.” 

We are breathing the breath of life into our bodies every moment. 
In it are life, love, joy, and all good. 

In speaking to some children about the air, the breath of life, the 
aerial ocean in which we live, Miss Buckley said: 

“Let us suppose for a moment that a being was looking down 
from a distance upon our earth. He would see an ocean of air all 
around the earth, with birds floating about in it, and people walking 
along the bottom, just as we see fish gliding along the bottom of a river. 
He would never see even the birds come near the surface; for the 
highest flying bird, the condor, never soars more than five miles from 
the ground, and our atmosphere i is at least one hundred miles high. 
So he would call us all deep air creatures, just as we talk of deep sea 
animals; and if we can imagine that he fished in the air ocean, and 
could pull us out into space, he would find that we would gasp, when 
pulled out of the air, just as fishes do, when pulled out of the water.” 

And so we see that we live in something that is as real as the water 
in which the fish swim. This something is the air, the breath of life. 

Air is made of two gases, oxygen and nitrogen, some watery 
vapor, and a very little carbonic acid gas. 
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All animals breathe air into the lungs. The lung cells keep the 
oxygen, and throw the carbonic acid gas back into the air. Plants 
breathe air, too. The leaves of all plants are the lungs of the plants, 
and both animals and plants breathe over the entire surface of the body. 

In breathing, all animals keep the oxygen, and throw the carbonic 
acid gas back into the air. In the daytime, plants breathe the carbonic 
acid gas and give back the oxygen into the air. But at night, the 
plants take in the oxygen, just as animals do, and give the carbonic 
acid gas back into the air. 

In the sea there are ocean currents. In the air there are winds. 

A current of air which has only a slight motion, is called a breeze. 
When it moves with greater force, it is called wind; sometimes it is 
called a gale or a storm or a hurricane. We have all seen what the wind 
can do. Let us name some of the things. Yes, it blows the nuts down, 
blows the clothes dry, lets the birds know when to go to a warmer 
country. 

How many things can you find that the wind moves, in the pic- 
ture which accompanies this lesson? 

Yes. I think of something else the wind does. It plants seeds. 
Right now, as I look from my window, I see Mother Dandelion’s seed 
children leaving her, one by one, to make a new home for themselves. 
They are helped along the journey, planted, and covered over by none 
other than friendly Mr. Wind. 

Then there is another useful thing which the wind does. It 
turns the weather vane or weathercock, so men may know which way 
the wind is blowing. ‘This is very important to people who travel on 
the sea, and who depend on the wind to drive their boats. 

One of Frébel’s “Mother Plays,” is called “The Weather 


Vane.” 


Play this game with any baby you know, and see how much 
fun he will have. 

This is the way: Hold your forearm and hand up straight, 
spreading out the fingers to form the tail of the weathercock; the flat 
hand forms the body; the thumb forms its throat and head. Now 
move the hand backward and forward like the weathercock. 

To you, this little game may seem very simple, but the baby will 
enjoy it heartily, and will use his own chubby hand to show you the 
way the weathercock goes. 

The baby is pleased, and yet at the same time serious. He looks 
back of the moving object to find the power that moves it. 

This hidden power claims his attention, even more than the 
moving object itself. When he grows older he will learn that back of 
every moving object, there is a mighty power. 
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The picture which illustrates Frébel’s game, “The Weather 
Vane,” shows a mother who has gone outdoors with her children on a 
very windy day. One little child says to the mother: 

‘Mother, this is such a fierce wind that it makes everything bend 
and shake. Where does it come from, Mother, this wind that moves 
so many things?” 

““My child,” says the mother, “‘a change in the temperature causes 
the wind. But you do not understand this very well. You can under- 
stand, though, that even if you cannot see the wind itself with your 
physical eyes, you do know that it does a great many things.” 

Through this lesson of the wind, we learn that we may be sure 
of many things which we cannot see. You see my hand move, but you 
do not see the power back of it that moves it. 

Frébel’s great lesson here, is that we should reverence and believe 
in the Power which we cannot see, which is God. 


IN EVERYTHING 
CLARA R. BETE 


God dwells in everything we see: 
In the great and in the small, 

In the glorious, shining sun, 
In the flower by the wall; 

In the mountain, towering high, 
In the sands and in the sea, 

In the animals and plants; 


And He dwells in you and me. 


AFTERWARDS 
SELECTED BY FRANCES GORDON 


And shall we light the candle now? 

And leave; since there is so much more, 

Our cup full, and the share of bread, 
Here by the door? 


For some one might be wanting it; 

If there should chance to come this way 
A very poor man, or a bird— 

Or maybe God, some day. 
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AN HELPFULNESS 


Every one likes to be helpful. 

We like to be doing something, and we like to have what we do 
count for something. 

To be of no use in life would be so dreadful that it makes us 
unhappy even to think about it. But God does not mean that any 
one should be useless. He means that we all should be helpful, and 
just as helpful as we can make ourselves. 

There are so many ways in which we can help, that it would take 
a long list to name them all. We can learn for ourselves what they are, 
by watching for opportunities each day. 

en there is an opening for us to do something that will make 
another person’s life brighter, we are to do whatever that something is. 

We are to keep a helpful spirit in whatever we do. If we feel 
cross while sweeping the porch, or clearing off the table, or running 
an errand, we are not so very helpful. A sunny face, a happy voice, 
a kind way in going about things, are ever so important. 

Helpfulness has two sides. First is the helpfulness which we 
offer to others. Second is the helpfulness which we let others show to 
us. We understand the first, perfectly. We know that it means: Do 
all the good which we can, everywhere, to everybody. Let us see 
about the second: 

When some one does us a kindness, we make it helpful by being 
grateful. If matters do not go as we should like to have them, we 
make them helpful by being cheerful in our disappointments. What- 
ever takes place, can be made helpful by keeping this thought in mind: 

God helps me to be helpful, all the time. 

We can help others to be helpful by thinking of them in this way: 

God helps you to be helpful, all the time. 


Wee Wisdom wishes every Wee a very 
happy Christmas 


| J] NG STUD S 
[MELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN. 
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BUSY SUNBEAMS 
FRANCES W. FouLKs 


Dear Wee Girlies—What a long row of beautifully made hand- 
kerchiefs we should have, if we stretched all that the Wees have 
made, one after another. And now we are all ready to begin some 
new work! 

This Christmas gift which we are going to make now, will be 
suitable to give to baby sister, grandmother, or grandaunt. Yes, and 
big uncle, too. Who wouldn’t be proud of a nice box of sweet-scented 
talcum, a box with the printing all covered up with something beautiful. 
And made by a Wee, too! 

This is what you will need to buy: A box of talcum, the medium 
oval size; about five inches of pale 
blue linen, or pretty cotton cloth; 
one skein of deeper blue floss; one 
skein each of purple and yellow, 
and two of pink, light and deep 
shade. You have green left over 
from one lesson, and maybe you 
have some blue and pink. Then 

Diegram 1 you will need to get only another 
shade of pink. Perhaps Mother has all these colors in her workbag, 
and she may find you some cloth in her scrapbag, too. Then you will 
have to buy only the box of talcum. The cover is pretty made of wash 
satin, but you would need silk floss to embroider the satin. 
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Cut a piece of cloth that is long enough to fit around the box, 
allowing for a small hem at the top and a seam on the side and the 
bottom. Now set the box down on a piece of the cloth, and mark 
around the bottom. Cut it out, allowing for a seam. Fold the cloth 
like you see the lines in diagram 1, first in half, then one half fold each 
way. ‘Then you will be sure to get the embroidery design right 
in the center of the front. Now trace diagram 2 on a piece of paper; 
and from the paper, trace it onto the cloth, putting the little cross right 
where the folds cross. Use your carbon paper just as you used it when 
you made the carriage robe. 

These little flowers are all worked in French knots, using six 
threads and twisting around the needle but once. The very center 

ouaee:% dot of each is made of the yellow. Go 
Pe from one flower to the next without 
[ breaking your floss. The big flower in 
the center of the little wreath, is made of 
pink, the inside row of the deeper shade, 
and the outside of the lighter shade. 
Make the next flower of deep blue; the 
next of deep pink; then one of purple; 
one of pale pink, and the tiny bud of 
ee ee deep pink. The little stems are made 
with just one stitch of green, using only 
two threads of the floss. The leaves 
are made by bringing the floss up at top of leaf; stick needle back in 
same place and under cloth, coming out at bottom of leaf. Hold the 
floss under the point of needle, while you 
pull it up. Stick the needle down again, just 
below where it last came through. 

Maybe you will understand better if you 
look at diagram 3. This is called the Lazy 
Daisy stitch, and I want you to remember it, 
for we may make some flowers with it, some- 
time. Make all the stems and leaves as you 
to them, cutting your floss. 

f course, you have to cut your floss for the IAG : 
flowers, but be careful to fasten well on the 
wrong side by taking several little stitches under the last knot. 

Now sew up the cover so that it fits the box very snugly. Turn a 
little hem around the top; baste, and fasten with the kind of running 
stitch which you used on the hem of the carriage robe. You may use 
any of the colors which you have used in the wreath. Turn the cover 
wrong side out, and sew in the bottom, fastening at each end first, so 
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you will get it in straight. Turn back, and the cover is all ready to 
slip on the box. Now you can tie it up and put it away with the other 
Christmas surprises. 

Keep the little wreath pattern, for you will find many uses for it. 
A towel or a bureau scarf embroidered with three of them on each 
end, makes a nice gift. Perhaps Mother will use it, later, on one of 
your summer dresses, putting it on the collar and cuffs and around the 
bottom of the skirt. 

We are going to start the New Year right, as they say; so next 
month I’m going to show you how to make something useful—some- 
thing that will help Mother, too. 


STORY OF THE LITTLE PRINCESS 


Away off in Carpathian Russia, there is a school aided by the 
girls and boys of the Junior American Red Cross, where thirty orphan 
children have found a home and kind teachers who are training them 
to be useful men and women in the years to come. 

One day, not very long ago, these Ruthenian children celebrated 
a festival by giving a little play, which was witnessed by a representa- 
tive of the Junior Red Cross. It was the unfolding of the Junior idea of 
unselfish service for others. 

When the curtain was drawn aside, there appeared a beautiful 
little princess, so beautiful that every one bowed down before her. 
But there was one rebellious old man who declared he would never 
bow before her. This made the little princess very sad, until her 
counsellors told her the old man would bow down with the others when 
she was as wise as she was beautiful. 

The princess went about to acquire wisdom, and the arts and 
sciences came to instruct her. After a time all the people bowed before 
her, as much for her wisdom as for her beauty. Still the old man 
refused to make obeisance. Disconsolate because of this, the little 
princess sat weeping in her room, when she heard some oue crying out- 
side her window. Looking out she discovered a group of hungry 
children begging for bread. Calling them in with loving words, she 
gave them bread and cake and sought to make them comfortable and 
happy. 

As the princess sat alone wishing that she might relieve all the 
misery in the world, the old man entered and bowed before her. He 
said, “I would not worship you for your beauty, I would not worship 
you for your wisdom, but I worship you now for your goodness of 
heart. Beauty and wisdom are only worthy of worship when they 
are joined to goodness.” —Junior Red Cross. 


Frost is flying in the sunlight, 
Nights are long and keen, 
Shops are trimmed with flashing tinsel— 
Gayest ever seen. 
The great day, for which we have waited a 
year, 
Comes closer each moment, and soon will 


be here. 


Holly wreaths are in the windows: 
Red and green are they: 
Santa Claus has started southward, 
In his loaded sleigh. 
Surprises are hidden in bundle and box, 
Some tied close with ribbons, some put 
under locks. 


§ 


PAE 1) DOD awe: 120 = 


4 
IN 


LIBRE) 


—_ 


ISTMAS EVE 


Gathered now before the fireplace, 
Carols we will sing. 

Lift our voices, chant together, 
“Jesus Christ is king; 


Oh! welcome the eve that our Lord came to 
earth, 


Oh! welcome the day of our dear Savior's 


birth.” 


Hang our stockings up, where Santa 
Easily can see. 
There are long ones, there are short ones, 
One fits you, one, me. 
But Santa Claus knows just what presents 
to put, 
Till each is filled out from the top to the foot. 
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Shut each eye, and start to Dreamland, 
Cover up each ear. 

Santa will be disappointed, 

If we try to hear. 

For Santa loves children who cheerfully 
mind, | 

Whose manners are good, and who always 
are kind. 


RE OSL 


Sleeping sweetly till the morning 

Calls us from our beds; 

Out then tumble, eyes adancing, 

Curly, tousled heads. 

Oh! see the good tree! How the stockings 
are crammed! 

The tables are covered, the corners are 


® 
: 
3 
8 
| 


jammed! 
| gis 4 ff 
"O'S 


CHRISTMAS DAY 


Merry Christmas! Merry Christmas! 
Listen to the bells! 

Merry Christmas! Merry Christmas! 
How the greeting swells! 

Glad faces are shining, wherever we look, 
And — seem like those that we find in 
a book. 


Keep the day one to remember, 

In good deeds well done; 

Happier our hearts at setting 

Than at rising sun. 

Our treasures we share, for the Lord Jesus’ 
sake, 

Since giving and loving, the true Christmas 
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WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you wrote it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you copy 
anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at one 
time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail you 
a cap. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—For three years, I was bothered with a pain in my side. 
Now I am taking only God’s medicine, and I am well. A week ago, my sister 
caught a very bad cold and coughed all night. I prayed for her. The morning 
after the second night, Mother said, ““Why, Gwendolyn, you didn’t cough at all, 
last night.””. Then I told them that I had prayed for it to go away.—Gertrude 
Markle, 402 Thornapple st., St. Clair, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for about three years. I am very 
fond of you and read you from cover to cover each time you come. General 
Pershing was here last week, and I shook hands with him. I wish some of the 
Wees in St. Paul or Minneapolis would write to me.—Frances C. H. Beers, 
Fort Snelling, Minn. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you so much. I love the Magic Pillows and 
all the other nice stories that Wee Wisdom brings. I also love the poems and 
the Puzzle Page. I am thankful that I have such a nice friend coming to see 
me every month. When I get you, I just have to sit down and read, no matter 


what I have to do.—Wéilhelmina Marshall, Tipton, Calif. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Thank you for your visits to me. I like the Magic 


Ns 
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Pillows, ““The Help Yourself Garden,’ “Peter Pan,”’ and the Bible Lessons. 


I should miss you very much, so my aunt is sending you to me for another year. 
After I read you, I pass you on to some little girls in Canada.—Mazie Kathleer 
Barratt, 6403 Jefferson ave. E, Detroit, Mich. 

Wee Wisdom appreciates Mazie Kathleen’s sweet little letter written by her 
own dear little hands, and plain as print. Not many seven and a half year old 
girls could write a letter like this, nor read Wee Wisdom all through by them 
selves. Mazie’s an all-round Booster. Let's give her three cheers. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I await your monthly visits with joy, and I wish with 
all my heart, that you came every week. I love all your stories and also the 
Magic Pillows. I am sending a story which I hope you will publish.—Clar« 
Heilman, 1411 Republic st., Cincinnati, Ohio. 

Dear Unity—I love Wee Wisdom very much, especially the stories and 
puzzles. I usually get the puzzles right. I’m sending a story, and would be 
overwhelmed with joy if it were published in Wee Wisdom.—Margaret Find- 
ling, RFD route 4, Chesterfield, Ind. 

Dear Wee Wisdom friends—Do you all love Wee Wisdom as I do? | 
know you do from the darling letters you write. Oh! how I love to read them. 
They give me more encouragement than anything else, because they let me know 
what one little child can do to help others. Isn’t it wonderful, the God power 
which can give strength to little children and every living thing? 

I have been out of school much because of illness, but I wish to go into high 
school next year. I am going to ask you all to help me, and to pray that I will 
pass from the seventh and eighth grades this year, so that I can enter high schoo! 
next year. I have confidence in your help. I hope all the Wees will keep up 
their wonderful work. God bless them!—Ruby Baker, 856 E. Sixth st., 
Portland, Ore. 

Dear Wees—I have been getting Wee Wisdom ever since March, and | 
have enjoyed it very much. Mother takes Weekly Unity and Unity. This is 
a verse that I have on the wall in my room: 

A PRAYER 
Love of God so pure and changeless; 
Life of Christ so rich and free; 
Grace of God so strong and boundless; 
Magnify them all in me! 
—Fern Sherman, 2505 Thirty-third ave., Minneapolis, Minn. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—l have been getting Wee Wisdom for over a year, 
and I like the stories so well that I couldn’t do without Wee Wisdom. My little 
brother, Jerry, likes me to read all the little stories to him.—Bertha Rall-Fuller, 
3847 Kosciusko st., St. Louis, Mo. 

Dear Wees—I received a sample copy of Wee Wisdom today, and 
enjoyed it so much that I am going to be a Wee.—Mprtle Gordon, 2122 Fil. 
bert st., Oakland, Calif. 

Dear Wees—I received my Wee Wisdom last year for a Christmas present. 
The things I like best are, ‘““The Promise Girl,” the Bible Lessons, the letters, 
the Puzzle Page, and the Magic Pillows. We were in Chicago on our vacation. 
I suppose there were other Wees there, if we had only known them.—Marjoric 
Southwell, box 373, Portland, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is the first time that I have written to you. | 
like the stories in Wee Wisdom very much.—Alma Kiel, box 58, RFD route 4, 
Caldwell, Texas. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—Through Wee Wisdom, I have been helped very 


much. Wee Wisdom is a blessing. I am trying to learn to typewrite now, so 
! thought I would type you my letter.—Beatrice McClanahan, RFD route 3, 
box 16, Arkadelphia, Ark. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like “‘Peter Pan,”’ and all the rest of the stories, very 
much.—Robert Jones, 324 S. Court st., Rockford, IIl. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—yY ou have visited me for about a year. I enjoy the 
stories very much. I like to read them to my little brother and sister. I am 
trying to get a Peter Pan cap. I am sending you a poem that I wrote.—Cin- 
derella Baughman, Yellow Creek, Bedford, Pa. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for two years. Some of my friends 
and I are forming a Booster club. We are going to try to live up to the Booster 
rules as well as we can.—Virginia Updegrove, 3637 Bevis ave., Cincinnati, 
Ohio. 

Virginia sent us the money for a Booster pin for each member of their club, 
and the names of the six members. We are unable, however, to publish any 
of the names in the Booster list, because part of one name was omitted and some 
of the addresses were not given. We know you'll be more careful, and print 
them out in full next time, Virginia. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading your stories. I often read them to 
my little brother. He enjoys them very much. I am very interested in you, and 
would not like to miss a single copy. I think it is nice that I have a grandmother 
who subscribes for me every year. I like the Young Authors’ department very 
much. It seems fine to have a magazine which is my very own.—Dorothy CG. 
Thomas, 736 Wallace ave., Wilkinsburg, Pa. 

Dear Royal—Wee Wisdom has been visiting our home for a long, long 
time. I have made two good friends through Wee Wisdom, and I hope to make 
more. I would like some Wees in Virginia to write to me—Florence Ruby, 
Spring Wood, Va. 

Dear Wees—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for almost a year and a half. 
I just love Wee Wisdom. I like to read the stories to my little sister. She likes 
Magic Pillows best, but I like “Peter Pan” best.—Eleanor E. Wadsworth, 163 
East Boulevard, Morgan Park, Duluth, Minn. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you for over a year, and I enjoy 
you very much. [I like the Magic Pillows and ‘‘Peter Pan” the best.—Charles 
Estes, 120.W. Ky. st., Louisville, Kv. 

Dear Wees—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for about six years. I go to 
a lovely Truth Sunday school. We call it a harmony class, and sometimes we 
have lessons from Wee Wisdom. I think I have been blessed in having the 
opportunity to go to two series of concerts this winter. I hope some of the Wees 
who are interested in music and art, will write to me, especially if they live in New 
Orleans.—Virginia B. Drane, 8504 Sycamore st., New Orleans, La. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have received you for only two months, but I think 
you are fine. I think that “‘Peter Pan,” the Booster Club, and the Bible Lessons 
are the best. I would like to hear from any Wees who were born on March 5, 
1907, my birthday. I would like all of the Wees to pray for my mother, who 

as a very sore arm.—Virginia Slicer, Rising Sun, Md. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for seven months. You are a very 
helpful little book. I am sure you have healed and helped many children. My 
mother takes Unity Magazine.—Mary A, Morrow, 1612 Rose Villa, Pasa- 
dena, Calif. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I read you over and over again, because I like you sc 
much. I am trying to get up a Booster club—Kathryn Winslett, box 135. 
Livingston, Ala. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much, and my cousin likes you, too 
I think ““The Promise Girl’’ was very nice. I delight in the Puzzle Page anc 
“Peter Pan.”’ I have found out that wishing good for people and animals, al. 
ways helps them. The other day, my cousin Raphael and myself were paddlins 
in a stream. We saw a big turtle which some picnickers wanted to take hom: 
with them. They caught it, but I kept wishing that they would not be able tc 
keep it. The turtle slipped away under the roots of a tree by the bank of the 
stream. So you see, by wishing good for the turtle, its life was saved.—Mignor 
P. Brathford, 148 Somerset st., Plainfield, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom. I am sending a good wil 
o~ to help with Unity’s work.—Grace Lansinger, 511 St. James st., Peoria 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I was just wishing you would come every week, in 
stead of every month. When you come on the first of the month, it is hard to 
wait until the next month.—Alicia Morrow, 1612 Rose Villa, Pasadena, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been enjoying each copy of Wee Wisdom fo: 
a year. Each month, when I receive my copy, I sit right down and read it. | 
want to learn how to apply Wee Wisdom in my school work. Please help me 
to make a good average in the first test, so that I won't be put back a grade.— 


Lorene Miller, 94 Tellurium ave., Redding, Calif. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been receiving you for two years. I enjoy read- 
ing the Bible Lessons, and the stories and poems composed by other Wees. | 
received my little Wisdom this morning, and I determined to send a little story 


ow by myself.—Anna E. Stewart, 4258a W. N. Market st., St. Louis, 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI would like so much to join the Booster Club, because 


the motto means so much. I will try to help any who are ignorant of the Holy 
One, to know him and to love him. Un‘ty, with God’s help, has meant so muc!: 
to me, that I am proud to say that the blessings which I have are those which 
God and Unity have given to me.—John C. Willson, jr., 10 Glenside ave.. 
Hagerstown, Md. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love you dearly. My auntie gave you to me. We 
take Unity Magazine, too. I have copies of ‘Love's Roses” and “Wee Wis- 
dom’s Way.” I like them very much, indeed. In Wee Wisdom; I like ‘Peter 
Pan,” “The Promise Girl,” Blanche’s Corner, the Puzzle Page, the Bible Les- 
sons, and the letters. I always have enjoyed your stories. I am going to get 
up a Booster club this fall. Please pray for my freedom from cold and cough.— 
Mary E. O'Connor, 6727 Glenwood st., Chicago, 


Dear Wees—I enjoy reading Wee Wisdom very much. I like Blanche’ 
Corner and “‘Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks” the best. I am sending a poem which | 
wrote.—Dorothy Asher, 3245 Ellis st., Berkeley, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—As soon as you come, I read you from cover to cove’. 
and enjoy all of the stories. The part which I like best is the Young Author: 
department. I am sending you a story which I wrote—Mary Anderson, 603°: 
Magazine st., New Orleans, La. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been taking you since March, and I like yo 
ever so much. I have a little verse that I hope will be good enough for We: 
Wisdom.—Ruth Alexander, 1280 Lewis st., Chehalis, Wash. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I had been sick, but I started to read W/ce Wisdom, 
and I began to get better right away. Now I am well. I know that God and 
Wee Wisdom will cure me, if only I believe strongly enough. One of my 
brothers has been sick a long time. This summer, he started reading Wee Wis- 
dom, and he is getting stronger.—JRozella Octavia Beard, RFD route 6, Charles 
City, Lowa. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much, and [ like all your stories. | 
have been taking Wee Wisdom for a number of years. My aunt is a reader of 
Weekly Unity and Unity Magazine:-—Harriet Fries, 129 N. East Lake ave., 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

Dear Wees—My mother got Wee Wisdom for me on my birthday. I have 
now had it one year. I like “Peter Pan” and ““The Promise Girl’’ the best of 
all. I want you to pray for me, that I may get my double promotion, and also 
that I may get my arithmetic. I would like to hear from any Wees in Cape 
Girardeau. —Carolyn | Nussbaum, 110 N. Sprigg st., Cape Girardeau, Mo. 

Dear Madam in Truth—I was very glad when I received my Wee 
Wisdom book with the lovely stories about being kind and loving. Here is a 
poem which I think is very nice: 

We THANK THEE 
For flowers that bloom at our feet, 
For tender grass so soft, so sweet, 
For song of bird, and hum of bee, 
For all things fair we hear or see, 
Father in heaven, we thank Thee. 


—Viola Wood, box 803, Southampton, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I always send you to some other child when I finish 
reading you. Sometimes I send you to some friends in Cuba. At other times, 
I send you to a boy friend of mine, who has been a cripple since he was an 
infant. Mother and I have prayed to God to cure Howard. Since we have, 
his leg has grown considerably, and his foot is much straighter. His leg hadn't 
grown since he was a baby, until lately, and I know it is God who is healing him. 
Howard didn’t believe in divine healing until he saw the wonderful demonstra- 
tion on his leg —Anita Howell, 174 S. Browne st., Spokane, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—When I was a little boy, four years old, I had 
ulcerated teeth. Att first, Mother had to come and treat with me, and then | got 
so I could treat them myself without Mother. And now for two or three years, 
teeth haven’t ached.—Theodore Hedden, 15234 Webster st., Alameda, 

alif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI surely enjoy Wee Wisdom. I was so glad for 
our sewing lesson from Cousin Frances. I do thank you all for your interest in 
us Boosters. I like the “Peter Pan’’ stories, too. My little sister Frances and 
I go to school every day, and we thank the dear Father for helping us.—Char- 
lotte Cathers, 3005 Ezekiel ave., Zion City, IIl. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending you this letter to tell you that I am 
well. My sister is well, too. Att first she could not write at all, but now she 
writes so nicely that you would hardly think that it is the same writing. I have 
taken four copies of Wee Wisdom, and surely like it, especially “‘Peter Pan.” 
I wish to carry on the prayers myself, so please discontinue prayers for my sister 
and me.—Theresa Duft, 223 Mason st., San Antonio, Texas. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am trying to start a little Booster Club among my 
girl friends. The goiter is getting better. Some people don’t think that it is, and 
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tell me to go to a doctor; but I refuse—Alvera Walker, 2343 Sullivan ave., 
St. Louis, Mo. 

William M. Best, Jackson, St. Michael, Barbadoes, B. W. I., writes us 
that he enjoys his Wee Wisdom magazines and the Wee Wisdom Picture Book 
so well, that he doesn’t know which parts he likes best. 

Dear Wees—I just love the dear little stories in Wee Wisdom. Will 
Blanche, of Denver, and Irene and La Vergne, of Seattle, write to me?—Mary 
C. Fredin, Big Pine, Calif. 

Dear Wees—I love every page of Wee Wisdom. I am so glad that | 
am learning all this Truth while I am a little girl. I have been healed by the 
Truth several times. Just this morning, I seemed very sick, but before noon, 
ae up and feeling well.—Maurine E. Bard, 1181 Wayne ave., Topeka. 

ans. 

Dear Boosters—I have been taking Wee Wisdom a long time, and | 
enjoy it immensely. I like to read the letters of other Wees the best.—V ivian 
Schultz, 55 Green st., Fredonia, N. Y. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for more than six 
months. I enjoy it very much, especially the letters from the Wees. My mother 
my Unity Magazine, and likes it very much.—Elba McGowan, Greenville, 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy you very much, although I have had only 
eight copies. I liked ““The Promise Girl’’ and the Magic Pillows best, but | 
like all the rest, too. My mother takes Unity, and it helps her.—Marjorie Pat- 
terson, 677 Lawrence ave., Detroit, Mich. 


Dear Secretary—A lady came to our house and gave my sister and me two 
Wee Wisdom magazines. I think that Wee Wisdom is very nice, so I want it 
to come all the time—Mary E. Davis, 412 Glorietta blvd., Coronado, Calif. 

Dear Unity School—I have been getting Wee Wisdom for nearly a year. 
I just can’t remember all the good things which I have gotten out of Wee Wis- 
dom. I have learned to look to God for everything, and to love all other chil- 
dren, and to see only good in everything —Willie Walker, RFD route 6, box 
102, Centralia, IIl. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much. I have received you for 
almost a year. It seems like two months instead of one between your visits. My 
sister and I read you from cover to cover each month. May God bless all the 
Wees who think of others.—Mildred Stanley, Lacon, Ill. 

Dear Friends—I have received Wee Wisdom for two years, and I enjoy 
it very much. I also was delighted with “Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks’ and 
“*Love’s Roses,” which came to me as birthday presents.—Joy Tifft, Erieau, 
Ont., Canada. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking Wee Wisdom just two months, 
and I have saved my own money for a Booster pin. Yesterday, I ran a nail 
into my foot. I just thought that God would help me, and this morning when 
I awakened, my foot was much better.—Barbara Pigott, Morro, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been receiving you for nearly two years. | 
like your stories very much; also, the Bible Lessons and the puzzles. If I have 
a twin, I should like to hear from her or him. I was twelve years old on Sep- 
tember 10. I am trying to get a Peter Pan cap.—Gertrude Miller, 274! 
Rimpau ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I like the Magic Pillow 
verses best. I know they have helped me in my school work, for I don’t have 
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to bring home any books. ‘My lessons I can understand—.’’—Georgia Severns, 
Francesville, Ind. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My aunt sends you to me every month, and I like 
you very much indeed, especially the “‘Peter Pan” stories. My mother is a 
Unity subscriber, and one day, she read to me some stories about people who 
got hurt, and got better real quick by asking God. When my thumb was 
sprained, and hurt pretty bad, I tried it one night, and my thumb was better in 
the morning.—Dorethy Tracy, Princess Anne, Md 

Dear Wees—I love Wee Wisdom very much. My uncle has given it to 
my sister and me for a year.—Ruth Gallmeyer, 1566 Bridge st., n. w., 
Grand Rapids, Mich. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We like your Booster Club and fine stories very 
much. We always look forward to your coming. We have been taking you 
about three years, and enjoy you every month. We send our love.-—Florence 
and Annie Taylor, 2961 Webster st., San Francisco, Calif. 

Dearest Wee Wisdom—Y ou have visited me nearly two years. I enjoy 
reading the letters most of all. When you come, I read you from cover to cover. 
My father and mother read Unity, and like it very much.—Elsie Spohr, Fre- 
mont road, box 180, Cupertino, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been taking you for some time now, and I en- 
joy your visits once every month, but I wish you could come oftener. Every month, 
I put you in my loose leaf ledger, and then I am positive that I will not lose even 
one copy of you.—Fern Braunworth, 2142 Forty-second ave., Oakland, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending a story which I copied out of a book 
for Wee Wisdom. It has taught me a lesson about what there is in prayer to 
God. I am sure that it will teach many others, as it has taught me. Is it not 
wonderful to think this thought: “Everything to God in prayer’ ?—ZLuise 
Unfried, Touchet, Wash. 

The story which Luise sent us is very good, and we are sorry that it is too 
long for us to reprint in Wee Wisdom. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—tThis is my first letter to you, but I intend to write 
often. I have only taken you four months, but I do like you.—Ollie B. Lam- 
kin, 2211 Ethel ave., Waco, Texas. ‘ 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been receiving you for some time, and | like 
you very much. I cannot say what part of the magazine I like best, for it is 
very good all through. May Hatcher, 3447 Fruitvale ave., Oakland, Calif. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister takes Wee Wisdom, and I like to: hear 
her read the things from it.—ZLaverna Jones, Canton, S. D. 

Dear Little Wees—I have been receiving Wee Wisdom for three years, 
and my little sister, Nadine, and I enjoy it greatly. We like the stories and 
Lessons. Mamma likes Unity.—Lorene Fisher, box 342, Ford, 

aho. 


Dear Wees—I belong to the Tucker School of Expression and am a 
profound Tuckerite. Our dear principal gave Wee Wisdom to me as a present, 
but I want to tell you that it is not the only wisdom I have ever received from 
her. However, it affords me a great deal of pleasure, and I enjoy Wee Wisdom 
very much more than the ordinary kind of wisdom. So that proves that “good 
things come in small packages.’’—Estelle Scharfeld, Cleveland, Ohio. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I look forward to your visit every month. You are 
my Christmas present from my daddy, and you don’t know how I enjoy you. 
—Betty Price, Henryetta, Okla. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI get so much pleasure out of you. You teach me 
to be kind and thoughtful.— Willow Belle F. Brown, San Angelo, Texas. 

Dear Royal—I have been getting Wee Wisdom for over a year, and | 
love it very much. I would like to be a Booster, and I promise to try to be 
cheerful and radiate sunshine all that I can.—Virginia Ott, 190 Riverside ave., 
Newark, N. J. 

Dear Unity—Wee Wisdom is a joyful book. Before I took Wee Wis- 
dom, I did not like to read, neither did I get my lessons so well. But now | 
4 a lessons very well.—Genevieve Smith, 527 Carolina ave., Rocky Mt., 


Wees WHo Wou_p LIKE To CorRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES: 

Anita Howell, 174 S. Browne st., Spokane, Wash.; Helen M. Eller- 
meier, 577 Fifth st., Richmond, Calif.; Virginia Haydon, 1108 Seventh st., 
East Las Vegas, N. M.; Joy Tifft, Erieau, Ont., Canada; Mildred Stanley, 
Lacon, IIl.; Georgia Severns, Francesville, Ind.; Ruth Gallmeyer, 1566 Bridge 
st., N. W., Grand Rapids, Mich.;, Luise Unfried, Touchet, Wash.; Ollie 
Lamkin, 2211 Ethel ave., Waco, Texas; Irma Wood and Isabel Wood, RFD 
route 3, Delanson, N. Y.; Alberta Harris, 1214 Gilsey ave., Price Hill, 
Cincinnati, Ohio; Edith I. Carmack, 811 S. Central ave., Glendale, Calif. 


New MEMBERS OF THE BoosTER CLUB: 

Olive Gerbereux, 404 Magee ave., Rochester, N. Y.; Alvera Walker, 
2343 Sullivan ave., St. Louis, Mo.; Joy Tifft, Erieau, Ont., Canada; Elizabeth 
Davis, 412 Glorietta blvd., Coronado, Calif.; Marjorie Patterson, 677 Law- 
rence ave., Detroit, Mich.; Barbara Pigott, Morro, Calif.; Vivian Schultz, 55 
Green st., Fredonia, N. Y.; Don A. Pearson, 3647 Tracy ave., Kansas City, 
Mo.; Virginia Haydon, 1108 Seventh st., East Las Vegas, N. M.; Annie C. 
Davis, 1030 Eleventh ave., Huntington, W. Va.; Emma J. Pearson, 3647 
Tracy ave., Kansas City, Mo.; Gertrude Miller, 2741 Rimpau ave., Los 
Angeles, Calif. ; Lucille Powell, 826 Naomi st., Los Angeles, Calif.; Edith and 
Elsie Spohr, Fremont road, box 180, Cupertino, Calif.; Fern Braunworth, 
2142 Forty-second ave., Oakland, Calif.; Brian Copping, 316 Margaret ave., 
Peterboro, Ont., Canada; Irma Wood and Isabel Wood, RFD route 3, 
Delanson, N. Y.; Kenneth Hart, 113 Jerome ave., Joliet, Ill.; Virginia Ott. 
190 Riverside ave., Newark, N. J. 


Wees Wuo Ask THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES: 


Irene Johnson, RFD route 6, box 603, Independence, Mo., health; 
Olive Gerbereux, 404 Magee ave., Rochester, N. Y., health; Mary C. Fredin, 
Big Pine, Calif., to be a better little girl; Mildred Stanley, Lacon, IIl., schoo! 
work; Marjorie Patterson, 677 Lawrence ave., Detroit, Mich., for her mother’s 
health; Elba McGowan, Greenville, N. C., studies; Dorothy Tracy, Princess 
Anne, Md., brother’s health; Elsie Spohr, Fremont road, box 180, Cupertino, 
Calif, to overcome forgetfulness; May Hatcher, 3447 Fruitvale ave., Oakland, 
Calif., arithmetic; Irma Wood, RFD route 3, Delanson, N. Y., health; Ken- 
neth Hart, 113 Jerome ave., Joliet, Ill., health; Pearl Hart, 113 Jerome ave., 
Joliet, Ill., health, and employment for father. 
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ELEANORE WADSWORTH (10 years) 
163 East blvd., Mazon Park, Duluth, Minn. 

Wonderful, wonderful autumn is here; 

We are all happy and full of good cheer, 

For the wonderful leaves, and the beautiful sight. 

We're expecting Jack Frost almost any night. 


THE WOLF AND THE KID 
Retold by MARGUERITE OLSEN (10 years) 
2051 N. Kilbourn ave., Chicago, Ill. 

A kid, standing upon a housetop, saw a wolf passing by. Im- 
mediately the kid called out: 

“What are you doing near honest people’s houses? You are a 
rogue, as everybody knows. How dare you show yourself here, where 
every one looks upon you as a thief?” 

Looking up, the wolf said, “Call away, young friend. How 
easy it is to be safe from a distance!” 


HAPPYTOWN 


RuTH Hurt (15 years) 
3322 Mitchell ave., St. Joseph, Mo. 


Away off in a beautiful country, where the roses bloom the year 
around, and everybody is happy, there is a little village. This little 
village is known to all of its inhabitants as Happytown, because every- 
body who lives there, is happy. They are happy while they work, 
and happy while they play. 

ere are many other villages around this beautiful country, but 
they are not all called Happytown. One is called Stubbornville; an- 
other, which is ruled by King Evil Thought, is called Temperville. 
People sometimes wonder why the people in these villages are not 
happy, like the ones in Happytown. 
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Now Wees, that is the secret. Can you guess why they are not 
happy? I will tell you: 

In Happytown, there is a beautiful palace called Smiling Castle. 
There lives Queen Beautiful Thought, the queen of this lovely town. 
Her face is smiling, and she is always happy. E-verything goes well 
in Happytown. 

But, once a most terrible thing happened. King Evil Thought 
came to visit Smiling Castle. He wanted to kill Queen Beautiful 
Thought, but the queen was the stronger, and she conquered Evil 
Thought. 

Then, by the good influence of the queen’s beautiful and happy 
thoughts, all the villages became like ieeguiecn and now everybody 
there is happy and contented. 


LEADING THE WAY 
MAXINE SPINK (11 years) 


I am happy today, 

Because God is the life and the way; 
And here I play, 

For God leads me all through the day; 


And he leads me through the night, 
When my eyes are closed tight; 


And he loves me still in the morning bright. 


FRANK 
GUNHILD JERNBERG (13 years) 
Bayou, La Batre, Ala. 


Frank was nine years old, and was in the fifth grade. He started 
to school when he was six years old. He always kept good clean 
thoughts. At the beginning of every lesson, he said a prayer for all the 
students in the room, so he passed every grade. 

Every evening he went straight home from school, and helped his 
mother, by carrying wood and doing other errands. He always kept 
himself as clean as a pin. 

On Sunday, a bunch of boys watched where he went. He took 
his Wee Wisdom, which had just come, and went to all the children 
whose parents were sick or poor; and he taught them about God. 
Now you must note that these boys were bad boys and didn’t help 
their mothers, and didn’t even know about God. 

One Sunday he was going home, when a boy came up and said, 
““Where do you go on Sundays, and what kind of a book is that you 
carry?” 
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He replied, “I go to all the poor, suffering children, and tell them 
about God and—” 

“God?” 

“Yes, God,” answered Frank. “The one you pray to every 
night, and who heals your sickness.” 

“Well, well,” said the other boy, “I surely would like to know 
about him.” 

Then Frank spoke, “If all you boys will be here at this time next 
Sunday, I will tell you about him, and I'll bring some cookies and 
lemonade.” 

The boys agreed. On Sunday, Frank came with a Bible and 
Wee Wisdom, to meet the boys. Within two weeks, he had organized 
a Booster Club with fifty children, all eager to know about God. 
Soon all the members of Frank’s class at school, said a prayer before 
each lesson. 

Thus you see what Frank did when he was only nine years old. 
Every child in his class was taking Wee Wisdom, and all the boys 


were doing errands for their mothers. 


MRS. ALPHABET'S T. 
Retold by JEANETTE MEINEN (10 years) 

Good old Mrs. Alphabet, early in June, entertained most D-light- 
fully one afternoon. She received in the L of the house, so they say, 
B-comingly dressed in a gown of P-K. Her menu was fit to be set 
before kings, for she had a YY Y YY cook, who attends to such things. 
There were PPPPP from her garden, and fish fresh from the 
CCCCC; and there was sweet honey, quite fresh from her BBBBB. 
Her T, most refreshing, was served, it is true, by a Chinaman wearing 
a very long Q; but he minded his manners nor uttered a sound, and 
never once lifted his IIIII from the ground. Each guest, as she said a 
regretful goodby, was helped to a large piece of Alphabet PI. And 
each one X-claimed as the hostess she passed, “I O U my thanks 
for a charming repast.” And she, with a bow of refinement and 
EEEEE, replied, ““U R welcome; return when you please.” 


THE WONDER OF THE SENSES 
CiarA R. BETE 

Of seeing and of hearing, 

I can never get my fill. 

They are a daily miracle; 


They bring a daily thrill. 
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Lesson 13, DECEMBER 25, 1921. 
THE VISIT OF THE WISE-MEN.—Matthew 2:11. 


GoLDEN TEXT—And opening their treasures they offered unto him 
gifts, gold and frankincense and myrrh.—Matthew 2:11. 

The Wise-men of the East were in search of the baby Jesus, who was 
born in Bethlehem. These men were students of the stars, so God led 
them by a star, to where the infant Jesus lay. God always leads us by a 
sign which we can understand. But we often seek some wonderful sign, 
or some method of leading which is out of the ordinary. The Wise-men, 
in their earnestness to find Jesus, took a long, weary journey, but their labor 
was richly rewarded. They came for the best of purposes: “to worship 
Him.” They were filled with joy and gladness when they found Jesus. 
After they had worshiped him, they presented him with gifts. That 
should be our method today. We should worship and give. The Wise- 
men not only gave, but they gave their best. It is not enough to give; we 
should be willing always to give our best. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

How does God lead us to Christ? By the light of Truth. 

Where do we find him? Cradled in our own hearts. 

What are some of the gifts we can bestow upon him? Love, obedi- 
ence, service, and loyalty. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—Let each pupil formu- 
late a thought from his own understanding of the lesson. 


Lesson |, JANUARY I, 1922. 
THE REVOLT OF JEROBOAM.—I Kings. 12:12-17, 26-30. 
GoLDEN TEXT—Thou shalt not make unto thee a graven image, 
nor any likeness of any thing that is in heaven above, or that is in the eari’ 
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-eneath, or that is in the water under the earth: thou shali not bow down 
hyself unto them, nor serve them.—Exodus 20:4-5. 

In our lesson today, we study about another king of Israel—Reho- 
»oam. The people of his kingdom were burdened with many cares, in- 
‘juding heavy taxes; so they decided to send some one to him, to ask that 
hese taxes be reduced. They decided upon a young man by the name of 
‘eroboam. The king listened to the petition presented to him by the young 
aan; but instead of considering the matter, or asking the advice of the 
der and wiser men of his kingdom, he thought that he knew all there was 
o know about the matter, and he refused the petition of the people. This 
.ngered the people very much, and they revolted. Then the king saw his 
wnistake. He realized that his kingdom was in danger of being divided, so 
he sent his chief tax collector to make peace. The people would not listen 
.o the collector, but stoned him to death. 

Jeroboam then built up another kingdom, and many of the people of 
‘srael followed him. But in building up his great kingdom, Jeroboam forgot 
‘o make provision for the principal thing necessary to the welfare of his fol- 
\owers—their religion. He thought it all over, and finally decided to set up 
two golden calves for his people to worship. What a mistake! There can 
be only one God. When we bow down to anything else than our Father, 
we are putting ourselves in bondage to something which is not real, and our 
worship of the false God can bring us no good. : 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

How do we often make the same mistake which Rehoboam made? 
By failing to listen to and to follow the advice of our parents, who often 
know better than we. 

What do people worship today besides God? Money, social position, 
and personal possessions of all kinds. 

What good do we obtain through selfishness? None. We only make 
ourselves miserable, and keep away the good things of life which would 
make us happy. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LeEsson—!/ love the Lord, and him 
only will I serve. 


Lesson 2, JANUARY 8, 1922. 
ELIJAH THE TISHBITE.—I Kings 17:1-16. 

GOLDEN TEXT—“But seek ve first his kingdom, and his righteousness ; 
and all these things shall be added unto you.”—Matthew 6:33. 

We are studying today about what took place in Israel, seventy years 
later than the events in the last lesson. At this time, Ahab was the ruler, 
and we are told that he was a very wicked man. Suddenly, during a 
famine, there came before him a stranger—a wanderer from the desert, who 
declared that there should be no rain until he himself said the word. 
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This man was Elijah, the prophet. After he made this prophecy to 
Ahab, the Lord sent Elijah to abide by the side of a certain brook. Here 
he was fed daily by the ravens, even though there was great famine and 
drought in the land. You see, he did not stop to question where the food 
and drink would come from, but he did as God told him to do, and he was 
provided for. The mistake we often make, is to question and wonder just 
how our needs are going to be met. In doubting, we close the avenues of 
supply. Finally the brook by which Elijah was staying, went dry, and 
he was left without water. But even this did not distress him. Sure 
enough, God did not fail him, but sent him into another land. Here he 
met a widow, gathering sticks. He asked her for water and bread. She 
told him a pitiful story, of how she had only meal enough for one cake for 
herself and her son. After this was gone, she expected death. Elijah told 
her to fear not, but to divide with him, and she should have plenty. She 
fed him, and gave him water, and her supply of meal was increased, and 
she did have plenty. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Why did God supply Elijah’s needs? Because of the faith and 
the obedience of Elijah. 

What is the result of sharing our own supply with others? Whatever 
we share with another, is increased unto us. 

Was it Elijah who increased the woman’s supply of meal? No. Ii 
was God. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—God supplies my every 
need, and I have nothing to fear. 


Lesson 3, JANUARY 15, 1922. 
ELIJAH’S CHALLENGE OF BAAL WORSHIP.—I Kings 18: 
20-24, 30, 36-39. 
GoLDEN TEXT—This is the victory that hath overcome the world, 
even our faith—I John 5:4. 

During Ahab’s reign in Israel, the people seemed to forget God. 
Ahab was not a believer in the true God, and he did not have a good in- 
fluence on his subjects. The people listened to false prophets, and wor- 
shiped false gods. Elijah felt that the time had come, to prove to the 
people that there was no power in the things which they were worshiping. 
Therefore, he suggested that both they and he prepare altars, and place 
bullocks upon them. These altars were to have no fires under them, but 
the people were to pray to their gods, and Elijah to his God, for fire tc 
consume the bullocks. Then they were to see whose prayers were answered 
This seemed a fair test, so all preparations were made. Upon the ap- 
pointed day, the people gathered for the test. 
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All day, the prophets of Baal prayed, but with no result, and toward 
evening they gave it up. Elijah then prayed to his God (our God), who 
immediately answered his prayer, and sent the fire to consume the bullock. 
Ail the people then fell upon their faces, recognizing God as the true God 
o| power. It is a good thing for us to remember this test, when we find our- 
se.ves getting wrapped up in the things of the world. We should ask, 
“}{ave the things of the world any real power?” “In what way can they 
help me?” and other questions like these. No one but God can give us any 


permanent good. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

What was Elijah’s object in having God send this fire? To prove 
to the people that He was really the God who could do all things. 

Why were the prayers of the people not answered? Because the 
gods they worshiped were not realities—any more than any graven image 
is a reality. 

What is the lesson in this story for us? That we should watch and 
pray, lest we be led to place our faith in things other than God. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—I have faith in God. 
With Him all things are possible. 


ie 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


[Boosters who wish to help other Boosters, can do so by saying this 
prayer for them. ] 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; — 
God is my All, I know no fear, 

Since God and Love and Truth are here. 
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THE KING'S COURT 
Selected by Eleanore Wadsworth 


Each of the following kings is expressed by a word ending in 


How many of this court of kings can you guess? 


A king that takes steps. 

A king that observes. 

A king that constructs. 

A king that labors. 

A king that gathers fruit. 

A king that searches. 

A king that loves water. 

A king that looks in. 

A king that helps in the garden. 


10. A king that quivers. 


12. 


A king that destroys. 
A king that sways to and fro. 


CHARADE 
BoBBiE KARSCH 
My first is a young lady, as young as the leaves, 
My second’s a tight coat without any sleeves, 
My third is two thousand pounds when short; 
My whole is a seaport. If you guess it you’re smart. 


ANSWER TO NOVEMBER ENIGMA 
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While we are still brimming over with thanks from Thanksgiving 
time, along comes Christmas to make us still more thankful. There is 
no time in all the year more happy than Christmas, is there? And yet 
— well, let me tell you a little story. 

I know a woman—we will call her Mrs. Brown—who had 
always had merry times at Christmas. Then along came a Christmas 
when she didn’t have much money to spend. She decided that because 
she could not buy as she had been accustomed, she would not celebrate 
Christmas at all. She didn’t even buy holly or pretty Christmas 
wreaths. 

When Christmas came, she shut herself up at home, alone. Early 
Christmas morning, the door bell and telephone began ringing, but 
foolish Mrs. Brown did not answer either. She was too busy being 
miserable. 

Her friends piled gifts in front of her door in a bright, jolly 
looking pile. After dark, she opened the door and gathered them in. 
She found many beautiful things which loving hands and hearts had 
offered her; but not one of them brought her any joy. 

“Tt is because I have nothing to give in return,” she thought, and 
went to bed more unhappy than before. 

The next morning, when she went to sweep the snow from the 
porch, she saw a letter sticking out from beneath the doormat. She 
took it in the house and this is what she read: 

My dear—I have been wishing that I had something lovely to send to you. 
I did so want to express my love for you with a pretty gift. But today I decided 
that, since I have no other way, I will try to tell you in a letter how much you 
mean to me. Your bright face has brought sunshine to me on many a cloudy 
day. Your love and cheerfulness have given me strength, when I most needed it. 
If, in telling you this, I have added a ray to your bright Christmas, I shall be 
most happy. 

When Mrs. Brown finished reading the letter, she sat quiet and 
thoughtful for some time. At last, she said to herself, with a smile: 
“And the things I gave, which she prized so highly, didn’t cost 
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a cent. They were from my heart. I have wasted a Christmas, b-- 
cause I thought I had nothing worth giving.” 

The next December, Mrs. Brown was very busy and happ.. 
She still didn’t have a large amount of money to spend, but she did not 
worry about that. She baked a basket of doughnuts for the family of 
boys across the street, and she sent glasses of her quince jelly here and 
there; but to most of her friends she wrote letters. At the top of tle 
letters, she painted attractive holly wreaths, and underneath she to'd 
her friends how happy their friendship had made her all the year, and 
how rich she felt with all their love and kindliness. All of her friends 
showered her with thanks and appreciation. 

After that, her Christmas letters were looked forward to, and 
enjoyed, because their message brought cheer and blessings for the 
whole year. 

We all have the same rich gift to bestow on our friends at Christ- 
mas time. Isn’t it fine that every one of us has plenty of love to give? 
For it is love, you know, which makes a Merry Christmas. 


A CHILD'S THOUGHT OF GOD 


They say that God lives very high; 
But if you look above the pines 
You cannot see our God; and why? 


And if you dig down in the mines, 
You never see him in the gold; 
Though from him all that’s glory shines. 


God is so good, he wears a fold 
Of heaven and earth across his face, 
Like secrets kept, for love, untold. 


But still I feel that his embrace 
Slides down by thrills, through all things made, 
Through sight and sound of every place. 


As if my tender mother laid 
On my shut lips her kisses’ pressure, 
Half-waking me at night, and said, 
‘Who kissed you through the dark, dear guesser >” 


—Elizabeth B. Browning. 


Baby Grace 


WEE WISDOM’S WAY 


You know how happy it 
makes you when Auntie or 
Uncle comes to pay you a 
visit. Well, Ned, Trixie, 
and Baby Grace are de- 
lighted when their aunt 
comes to stay with them 
awhile. For Aunt Joy can 
tell the best stories; and lit- 
tle Grace learns from her 
not to be afraid in the dark. 
As the children gather 
about Aunt Joy daily, she 
explains about the tiny 
seeds—how God puts the 
little know into them which 
makes them grow; and she 
tells them things about 
heaven, the angels, and the 
great white throne which 
they had never heard of or 
thought of before. 


Every page of the story is full of interesting things about 
Mamma and Papa, the neighbor children, and different visit- 


ing friends of the family. 


One of the Wees who belongs to a Unity household, 
makes her father or mother read over and over to her some 
of the chapters which she likes best. Of course, older chil- 
dren enjoy reading this fascinating story for themselves. They 
say that it helps them in their games and studies. 

If you get Wee Wisdom’s Way for a Christmas present, 
you can share your pleasure with the whole family, because 
people of ail ages enjoy the story, from tiny tots to grand- 


mothers. 


A very fine edition with beautiful pictures, is $1.50; 
board binding, $1.00; paper, 75 cents. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY, 


Tenth and Tracy Avenue, Kansas City, Missouri 
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TREASURE BOX 


By IMELDA OcTAviA SHANKLIN 


Two quaint maidens of ye olden 

time dwelt on the sandy shore. A 

princess, beautiful, good, and great, 

who dwelt afar, was daily expected by 

the maidens to come to their land in a 

great white ship, bearing with her a 

most precious gift for some one pre- 

pared to receive it. From the way the 

story starts out, one can readily discern 

the elements that tend to create a 

breathless interest. It would be unfair 

to reveal further details, lest some of 

our young readers be deprived of the 

pleasure in store for them. But the 

following descriptive paragraphs will give a little idea of the de- 
lightful style of the story: 

“Basha arrayed herself in fresh apparel and put upon her 
the jewels as wrought by the jewelsmith. When she came again 
upon the deck the captain and the seamen marveled at her, for 
never had they thought to see a maiden possessed of such gems. 

“On her head she wore the helmet of diamonds, and her long 
braids of hair were woven with pearl ropes. Two armlets of 
ruddy rubies she wore, a breastplate of emeralds, and about her 
waist a girdle of opals. The golden meshes of her sandals were 
set with yellow topaz stones, and above the sandals were anklets 
of turquoise. About her neck was the little jeweled chain she 
had cast from her when Walin quit the sands.” 

This romantic little tale is of general interest, though it appeals 
especially to girls between the ages of eight and sixteen. To such, 
we could wish no better Christmas gift. 

Rickert Fillmore has understandingly illustrated the story with 
six. full page pictures and several smaller ones. 

The volume is bound in a soft blue heavy paper, tied in har- 
monizing silk cord; four-color cover illustration; cream paper, 
uncut edges; margin border in toned-down red; tiny treasure chest 
decorating each page; neatly fitted envelope closed with seal to 
match binding. Price, 50 cents 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy Avenue, Kansas City, Mo. 
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My eyes are atwinkle; 
My coat is of white. 
From my chin to my toes, 


I am bundled up tight. 


The children will ask why 
My eyes twinkle so — 
Well, it's all because 

Of the secrets I know. 


I know what dear Santa 
Is planning to bring 

To Betty and John ened 
Yes, I know everything. 


I never tell secrets 

Oh! dearie me! no! 

I keep them all safe ‘neath 
My greatcoat of snow. 
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Today the Christ 
Is born in me, 

To make my life 
All glad and free. 
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i) So true and bright, 
Will guard my mind 
Till morning light. 


I'lletthe Christ 
Child 

Guide the way, 

At home and 
school, 

And in my 
play. 
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